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our job in any sense, there was nothing whatever that we
could do except go on with our work in the laboratory as
though nothing unusual had occurred. I found that this
hardly fitted my mood so I went below to my cabin. Here
there were rows of books, old newspapers and letters, three
months old, from home. I read a letter from home telling
me that my mother's cocker spaniel bitch had produced a
litter of puppies. It was humanizing and made the sinister
silent whiteness outside seem less real. Afterwards Rudolf
cut my hair in the cabin flat near the hatchway that led down
to the fore hold. Snipping away at the back of my neck and
mingling cigarette ash with the hair upon my shoulders, he
pointed to the dark space of the fore hold, full of packing
cases of provisions, and said that if the ice had penetrated
two feet farther forward it would have gone into the hold
instead of into the fuel tank and we should have sunk like a
stone. ** From what I can see there seems to be a chance
yet," I replied. By noon there seemed to be an even better
chance, for the engineers were finding it a harder job than
they had expected to get the rudder-stock into contact with
the quadrant again. The question of sending an S.O.S.
was discussed but we knew that the nearest ship was a
Norwegian whaling factory, a steel ship like ourselves, and
that she was three hundred and fifty miles away. She had
told us by wireless that she was in open water but how much
pack lay between her and us there was, of course, no guessing.
In any case she would have had no chance of getting to us.
" Anyhow," said Dick. " This is nothing. Why worry? "
The majority of the ship's company were not worrying.
For the sailor in his focs'le life consists of food at regular
hours, work in regular watches and a dry bunk in the
watch below. Whether the world outside were a toppling
grey sea or a flat, unbroken, horrifying whiteness, an utter
stillness, as it was now, made no real difference. So that the
problem in the focs'Ie was not concerned with the rudder or
with the prospects of getting the ship out of her predicament